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Bad Day 


Author's Notes: 
First time | had written something like this. | have written other Fanfictions, ut for movies and tv shows. | 


made the situation up, but the people are realll 


Richie couldn't believe everything that had happened to him in just one day. His day hadn't even started out 
well. He had gotten into a fight with his I5 year old daughter Ava. She was so mad at him she said she no 
longer wanted to live with him and went to a friend's house. Heather was going to pick her up there; Richie 
was sure he was going to get a call from his ex-wife at the some point in the day. He really wasn't in the 
mood. To top it all off he started drinking again. He knew it was wrong, but it was the only way he knew to 
keep the pain away. Richie also knew Jon, David, and Tico would find out eventually. They were around him when 


he was drunk and knew how he acted. He looked at his clock and noticed it was one o'clock in the afternoon. 


"Shit!" Richie yelled. He was suppose to be at Jon's a litte over two hours ago. It was the fourth of July and 
Jon was having the band and their families over for a party. He grabbed his phone to see if the others had 


called him. He had at least ten text messages from Jon and at least five missed calls. 


‘Great how do | explain this to the guys? Richie thought as he headed to the bathroom. He took a quick 


shower and changed. He looked at himself in the mirror and noticed his eyes were red. 


‘Geeze | must have been crying last night. That or | had a lot to drink: Richie couldn't really remember what 
happened the night before or the fight with his daughter, but he knew it was bad. He knew he was going to 
need help, but was afraid to ask Jon and the guys. 


Richie was brought out of thoughts when he heard his phone ringing. It was Jon; Richie smiled. He could always 
count on Jon to look after him and help him out. Richie answered and said, "Hey, Jonny, what's up?" 


"Where the hell are you, Richie. I've been trying to reach you all day. ls everything okay?" Jon asked worried. 


"Yeah, Jon everything is fine. Just didn't sleep really well last night." At least that wasn't a lie. Richie really 
couldn't sleep and decided to have a drink. One turned into two, then three, then four, he drank until he was 
passed out on his bed still wearing his clothes from the day before. 


"You sure you're okay?" Jon asked. Richie couldn't tell if Jon bought the excuse or not. 


"Yeah, Jon, I'm sure. I'm about to leave so | will be there in about ten minutes." Jon seemed to by the lie. They 
said their goodbyes and hung up. Richie looked around and noticed all the beer bottles lying on the floor of his 
house. He thanked God that Jon didn't come over looking for him. 


As he looked around getting to Jon's wasn't the first thing on his mind. No, the first thing on his mind was 
when he was going to have another drink. Couldn't do it at the party because then everyone would know. He 
also knew Jon wouldn't have any alcohol at all so Richie wouldn't be tempted at all. Jon was a good friend and 
was there for him the first two times and now Richie screwed it all up. He grabbed his sunglasses and quickly 
left his house and started to drive to Jon's. 


He arrived at Jon's house about five minutes later. The first thing to cross Richie's mind was he could have 


had another drink before he left. He shut his eyes and shook his head. 


‘No! | can't do this! Richie thought. If his eyes where open he would have seen Dorothea looking at him 
strangely. He opened his eyes and noticed everyone was outside and went to say hello. Dorothea was the first 
one to greet him. She hugged Richie and asked if he was okay. Richie played off her concern and said yes. 
After her Jon's kids came and said hello to their ‘uncle’ Richie. 


"Hey, look who finally got here!" David said as he greeted his friend Richie was glad David came over when he 
did. Dorothea could always tell when he was lying. 


"Hey, man!" Richie greeted. "Yeah, | over slept." 


Richie looked around and saw Tico sitting with Jon talking while the kids where running around playing. He still 
had the thought of his next drink on his mind, but it was easier to bear with his friends around. But it was 


also bad because they all had happy lives while Richie's was falling apart. 

‘There's always a bad thing to follow when something good happens in my life’ Richie thought. 
"Hey, Richie, you coming?" David asked. Richie hadn't even realized David left his side. 

"Sorry, what?" Richie asked looking at David's worried face. 

"Are you coming with me to see Jon and Tico?" 

"Oh yeah. 

"You okay, man?" David asked. 


"I wish people would stop asking me that." Richie said annoyed. David was the third person to ask him that. Of 


course he wasn't okay, but he wasn't about to ruin everyone's good time with his problems. 
"Stop asking you what?" Tico asked as they sat down, 


"If I'm okay." Richie let slip. He was glad he was wearing his sunglasses. That meant Tico and the others couldn't 
see the frightened look in his eyes. Richie was scared they were going to find out what happened and judge him 
for it. 


"Hey, man, you over slept it happens." Tico said. Richie was glad he didn't try to push him or ask him if 
everything was okay. Jon, Tico, and David started to talk about something. Richie wasn't sure what because he 
was trying to figure out what he and Ava had argued about the day before. For the life of him he couldn't 


remember what it was. No matter how hard he tried the thought never came to him. 


At some point Tico and David had left to get something to eat. Jon sat there staring at his best friend 
Something was bothering him. Jon knew that for sure, but Richie hadn't said anything. He was keeping it all to 
himself. Jon felt hurt by Richie's decision He made it clear to Richie that if he ever had a problem he could 
come to him. Jon figured he would try and see if he could get Richie to tell him. 


"Richie?" Jon asked. 
"Yeah?" Richie said looking at Jon. 


"You want to get something to eat?" Jon asked. He couldn't bring himself to ask yet. ‘Great now l'm a chicken!" 
Jon thought. 


"Sure. Lets-" Richie cut off at the sound of his phone. He knew exactly who it was. He took his phone out of 


his pocket and sure enough it was her. Heather. 


"Excuse me, Jon" Richie said walking into Jon's house so no one would hear him yell. 

Jon watched him walk off, shook his head, and went to grab some food. He figured he'd give Richie some time 
to work things out and then talk to him. 

"What can | help you with, Heather?" Richie asked. He was trying to be nice. 

"What the hell is wrong with you?" Heather screamed. 

‘A lott Richie thought. 

"What do you mean?" 

"What did you do to Ava?" Heather screamed. 


"| didn't do anything!" Richie screamed back. 


‘Obviously you did because she said she doesn't want to stay with you anymore! Now, I'm going to ask again 


What did you do?" 
"| don't know! | don't remember anything from last night!" Richie admitted. 
"You're drinking again aren't you?" Heather said. 


Richie froze. She couldn't know. Could she? Does Ava know? Is that why she left? Is that why she hates him? 
Richie was trying to piece together the argument Ava and he had, but still couldn't remember. 


"Well, Richie, are you?" Heather asked. 
"No, I'm not. Why would you think that?" Richie was trying to play it cool. 


"You said you don't remember what you and Ava fought about. l'm sure you would remember that." Heather 


snapped. 
"Hey, I'm old. | forget things all the time." Richie joked. 


"Richie, I'm serious! You fought with Ava about her acting! Told her you didn't want her to go to some audition 


because it didn't seem right or her!" 


do any of that stuff yet. She didn't see it that way. 


"God, Richie, you really enjoy screwing things up don't you.’ Heather said. 


"Excuse me?" Richie asked. 


"You screwed up a lot of stuff. You screwed up our marriage; you had to go to rehab twice because drinking 
was screwing up your life. You were addicted to pain killers. You are now drinking again You got arrested for 


DUI. I'm surprised Jon and the guys haven't gotten sick of you yet!" Heather yelled 
"You're not perfect either! You went to rehab to! You tried to kill yourself!" Richie screamed, 


"l'm not like that anymore and you are drinking again so what does it matter! The guys will get sick of you 
soon enough." Heather said and with that the call was ended. 


Richie looked up and realized he had managed to end up in Dorothea and Jon's room. He took off his glasses and 
rubbed his face. He looked at himself in the mirror. He had a lot to think about and a lot of decisions to make 
in the next few minutes. Richie finally snapped and punched the mirror. The glass shattered and landed on the 
floor. Richie's hand was bleeding, but he paid no attention to it. He didn't notice Jon's daughter Stephanie peering 
through the door. She had come inside to get something for her dad and heard Richie yelling. She ran outside 
to tell her parents. 


"Dad!" Stephanie yelled. 
"What's the matter Steph?" Jon asked 


"Its Uncle Richie! l-I don't know what happened, but he's really mad!" Jon didn't wait to hear what his daughter 
had to say. He rushed inside to look for his friend. 


"Richie! Where are you man?" Jon said. He should have asked his daughter where Richie was, but he was too 


concerned about him to ask. He just sprang into action. 
"Steph says he is in our room." Dorothea said coming to join Jon in the living room. 


"Thanks." Jon said. His wife smiled sadly and went back outside. Jon ran up the stairs and into his room. The 
first thing he noticed was the broken mirror. The glass all over the floor. He froze. He couldn't believe Richie 
had gotten this mad. Sure Jon has seen Richie pissed off before, they've known each other for nearly 30 
years, but never mad enough to where he could cause harm to himself. Jon then noticed Richie sitting against 


the wall with his knees drawn to his chest. His hands where balled into fist which he used to pull at his hair. 
"Richie? Rich, you okay?" Jon asked. ‘Of course not! he then thought. 


Richie didn't say anything. Jon noticed the blood on Richie's hand. He was hoping that was the only part of 
himself Richie hurt. Jon walked across the room slowly, so he wouldn't scare his best friend. The last thing he 
wanted to do was scare him when he didn't even know Richie's state of mind He stepped on a piece of glass 
and Richie's head shot up and looked straight at Jon For the first time Jon noticed Richie's eyes were red. He 
started to wonder if they were the whole time. 


‘That's probably why he never took the glasses off! Jon thought sadly. 

"Go away!" Richie snapped. 

"No, Richie. I'm not going anywhere until you tell me what happened." Jon said calmly. 
"Nothing happened." Richie said. 


"You're lying and you know it! Why else would you punch the mirror?" Jon asked. He was starting to get 


annoyed. 
"Maybe because | felt like it" Richie's tone was emotionless. 


| know for sure that is a lie. Why would just willingly break my mirror?" The next thing Richie said shocked 


Jon. 


"I hate you. Is that reason enough." Richie stood up and started to walk towards the door. Jon was to shocked 


to get up and go after him. 


‘He's lying! Jon thought. ‘He's not in his right state of mind! Just like when-' Jon's thought stopped. He had his 


answer. He knew what else Richie was hiding. 

He knew Richie was drinking again. 

Richie was trying to remember where he had left his keys. He remembered taking them out of his pocket and 
putting them on the table outside. Damn it. His keys were still in the back yard. He'd have to go outside and 
face everyone. It was better than staying here and be reminded of a life he would never have. A happy one. 
Jon thought of where Richie would go. He knew Richie was trying to get away from them, but his keys where 
still in the backyard. So he headed there. He wasn't going to let Richie leave. Even if he had to stand in front of 
Richie's car and risk Richie running him over he would do it. There was no way Richie was going to leave. He 
ran outside and spotted Richie grabbing his keys. David and Tico looked at Jon and he gave them a look that 
said ‘give me more time: 

"Richie!" Jon called. "Stop! You are not leaving!" 

"Who says?" Richie growled. 


"| didl | know what you're doing! You are acting the same way you were when you were drinking!" Jon yelled. 


Richie's hands where balled into fists. He was shaking with anger. How dare Jon blurt that out and bring all 
those feelings up again. Sure he was drinking again, but he didn't need the whole world to know it. He could 


handle it himself. 

"So what? That doesn't mean I'm drinking now!" Richie screamed. 

‘I'm pretty sure you are. Why else would you not want to talk to us?" 

"Why don't you just give up? | already told all you needed to know." Richie said. 
| don't think you hate me, Richie." Jon said. 

"Oh, I'm sure | do. | hate you. There is no denying that." 

"Okay, why do you hate me?" 

"Because of...of this!" Richie gesture to the house and Jon's family. 

"What do you mean Richie?" 


"You have everything | don't!" Richie screamed. He had tears in his eyes and was cursing himself over in his 


head. He should not be saying all of this. 


"Richie you have everything | do. You have a house and a family! Just like me, Tico, and David" Jon said and 


Richie scoffed. 

“Sure. | have the house. | know that, but your family is happy. You have a happy life while mine is falling 
apart!" The tears where now falling down his face. Jon hated to see his friend like this. He looked so helpless 
and lost. 

"What do you mean? You have Ava" David said. 

"No, | don't. Not anymore." 


"Is she okay? Did something happen to her?" Dorothea asked. 


"No, we had an argument last night. She said she no longer wanted to stay with me. She said she didn't want 


me to have custody of her. She wants to stay with Heather until she's eighteen" Richie said. 
"Richie what happened?" Jon asked. 


"She wants to act in some movie and her character has to do some ‘things’ and | said no. She didn't take it 


very well." 


"Who were you yelling at on the phone?" Stephanie asked. 


"Heather.l'd rather not get into that." Richie said. 
"Rich, we want to help you. Please we need to know everything before we can begin to help you." Jon said. 


"IIl give you the short version She said | screw everything up and sooner or later you guys will get sick of 


me." Richie said. 


Jon and the others couldn't believe Heather would say something like that. She was probably mad because of 
the fight Ava and Richie had. That was still no excuse to say that to him. Richie already had to deal with not 
seeing his daughter again and now Heather planted the thought of Jon, Tico, and David leaving him. 


"Richie that is never going to happen 


"You don't know that for sure. | mean you were right. | am drinking again! | didn't know what else to dol | 
panicked" Richie was starting to ramble and Jon could hear his voice crack. He knew Richie was reaching his 


breaking point. 


"Richie, we will help get through the drinking problem. We did the first two times and we will again. No matter 
what we are there for you. Richie you are like a brother to me. | am going to help you no matter what. You're 


stuck with me." Jon said and smiled when Richie laughed. 
| guess | am, aren't |" Richie said. 


"Don't worry about Ava. She will come around and realize you were right. She I5 and you are her father of 


course you guys are going to fight. But it will get better. Trust me." Jon said. 


In the coming days Richie managed to stop drinking. Things started to go back to normal. Ava called him and 
apologized for overreacting and asked if she could live with him again. Richie of course said yes. He was happy 
to have his daughter back. Heather and Richie where no longer talking to each other. Every time they tried 
they ended up fighting. Jon had went to talk to her about what she said to Richie, but she denied saying it 


every time. Richie didn't care. He was happy everything was back to normal. 


THE ENDI! 


